SUNDAY MORNINGS

writing the sort of verse that all the best poets
have written.

He is a true poet, and at his best a very good
Dne ; but his over-insistence upon tradition goes
with a habit of writing, when the spirit is not
blowing through him, or stirred, lines which are
none the better because they remind us of the
diapasons of the past. Language cannot be
arrested at a Miltonic point, and a sonorous
Latinism is not necessarily better than a modern
English colloquialism if the latter comes more
naturally to the lips. To some extent, in fact, the
present movement in poetry (and not merely
amongst the fools and the rebels) is a reaction
against Sir William Watson himself. The work
that Wordsworth did has to be done recurrently,
or language will become petrified and poetry a
thing removed and false. Sir William Watson
would have been able to begin a sincere poem with
" 0 Thou/' and would have thought that a merely
occasional piece of verse was dignified by such an
opening. His juniors can't. There is always, of
course, when reactions are " on/' a risk of throwing
out the baby with the bath. But the bath, in the
present instance, was well worth discarding.
Sir William Watson came as near being a purely
" literary " poet as a man can safely come ; he
was at his best when his heart made him forget his
literature, and his literary training preserved his
control over his expression. His was not, however,
a good example. He did well enough himself:
imitators of him must have tended to seek the
purple patch, the resounding nothing, the poeju